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TH  E BIRTH 

OF  BELLONA 

Down  in  the  glowing,  western  sky, 

Phoebus  majestic  was  sinking  ; 

Sorrowful  Nature,  with  many  a sigh. 
Mourned  him,  all  red  with  his  dying. 

Mountain  to  mountain  bellowed  strong. 

Torrents  to  ocean  were  rushing  ; 

Bearing  with  glee  their  banks  along, 

Tree  trunk  and  harvest  and  dwelling. 

Night,  with  her  darkness  over  all, 

Mother  of  Evil,  was  falling  ; 

Shrouding  the  world  with  her  black  pall. 
Hiding  the  dead  and  the  living. 

Out  from  the  turmoil  into  life. 

Ever  for  mortals  death-bearing. 

Sprang  forth  the  Goddess  of  war  and  strife, 
Bellona,  hatred  inspiring. 

Trembling  and  quaking  over  the  land. 
Thunder  the  heavens  was  shaking  ; 
Lightning  was  flashing  over  the  strand. 

Foam  o’er  the  billows  was  seething. 

Ceases  the  roar  of  mountains  and  streams, 

Night  is  now  helpless  and  dying  ; 

Phoebus  bedecked  with  golden  beams. 

Peacefully  o’er  all  is  shining. 

E.  E.  H.,  ’03. 

COVENEY’S  RUN 


IT  was  Thanksgiving  morning  at  Hilton 
Academy.  The  boys  were  discussing 
the  great  football  game,  the  one  topic  of 
conversation.  A very  few  were  prophesying 
favorably,  but  even  they  with  a shadow  of 
doubt,  while  a large  majority  predicted  down- 
right defeat  for  the  team,  and  with  the  latter 
the  question  was  not  of  victory  or  defeat,  but 
of  the  size  of  the  score.  Only  the  morning 
before  the  prospect  had  been  bright.  The 
team  had  gone  through  the  season  without  a 
defeat,  principally  through  the  remarkable  play- 
ing of  Ed  Coveney,  the  right  half-back  and 
captain.  But  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  just  as 
the  team  was  starting  for  the  last  signal  practice 
before  the  big  game,  Ed  received  a telegram 


which  brought  first  a flush,  then  a paleness  as 
of  death  to  his  healthy  countenance.  And 
as  he  announced  its  contents  to  the  team,  an- 
nounced that  the  sudden,  serious  illness  of  his 
father  demanded  his  immediate  presence  at 
home,  the  realization  that  they  would  have  to 
meet  the  Villagers,  the  Hilton  A.  A.,  without 
the  services  of  the  great  Coveney  produced  a 
hush,  continuing  for  some  minutes,  broken  only 
by  the  slamming  of  the  gymnasium  door  as  Ed 
started  for  home.  The  news  spread  like  wild- 
fire, not  only  among  the  boys  of  the  academy, 
but  throughout  the  entire  village.  It  cast  upon 
the  former  a decided  gloom,  and  inspired  the 
latter  with  an  exultant  confidence. 

At  precisely  10  o’clock  the  Academy  team. 
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in  their  new  gray  and  green  sweaters,  raced  on 
to  the  field,  followed  closely  by  the  villagers. 
But  there  was  little  enthusiasm,  little  confidence 
in  their  preliminary  practice.  Joe  Muldoon, 
who  was  to  play  half-back  in  Coveney’s  place 
was  evidently  nervous.  It  was  his  first  big 
game,  and  in  the  practice  he  fumbled  inces- 
santly. 

At  ten-fifteen  Charley  Somers,  the  crack  lit- 
tle quarter-back  of  the  village  team,  kicked  off. 
The  ball  went  straight  as  a die  to  Muldoon  on 
the  ten-yard  line.  When  Joe  saw  the  ball 
coming  toward  him  through  the  air,  and  eleven 
Villagers,  who  seemed  to  him  like  giants,  com- 
ing in  eleven  different  directions,  and  when  he 
heard  the  yells  and  and  roars  incident  to  the 
beginning  of  a big  game,  tie  would  have  given 
all  he  owned  to  have  been  on  the  side  lines 
again,  watching  Coveney  run  in  the  kick.  The 
ball  at  first  seemed  only  the  size  of  an  apple  ; 
then  as  it  came  nearer  it  increased  to  a large  size, 
and  Joe  was  wondering  how  he  was  going  to  get 
his  arms  around  it  at  all,  when  suddenly  some- 
thing struck  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  to  his 
dismay  he  saw  the  ball  bounce  back,  right  into 
the  arms  of  Scribner,  the  Village  end.  This 
was  the  way  it  seemed  to  Joe.  But  for  the  dis- 
gusted gray  and  green  followers,  three  words 
summed  up  the  whole  play — “ He  muffed  it!” 
It  was  the  Villagers’  ball  on  the  Academy’s 
fifteen-yard  line.  Somers  called  his  guards 
back,  and  plugged  first  one  tackle,  then  the 
other,  until  he  reached  the  two-yard  line. 
Here  the  Academy  offered  a marvelous  resist- 
ance, but  after  holding  their  opponents  twice, 
on  the  third  trial  the  heavy  full-back  was  sent 
crashing  through  and  over  the  line  for  a touch- 
down. But  while  this  play  was  taking  place, 
a “ mixup  ” occurred.  In  some  manner,  foe 
Muldoon  and  Somers  had  started  a little  pri- 
vate boxing  class  by  themselves.  They  were 
separated  by  their  companions,  and  warned  by 
the  referee.  A moment  later,  Somers  kicked 
the  goal,  but  in  the  meantime  Jim  Driscoll,  who 


was  acting  as  captain  in  Coveney’s  absence, 
called  Joe  aside  and  said  to  him: 

“ You  want  to  be  careful  of  that  fellow, 
Joe.  He’s  the  meanest  player  the  Village  team 
has  ever  owned  up  to.  He’ll  lay  for  you,  and  if 
he  doesn’t  hurt  you  before  the  end  of  the  game 
it  will  be  a wonder.” 

“ Well,  I guess  I can  do  my  share ” 

“ Yes,  may  be  so,”  interrupted  Jim,  “ but 
that’s  not  the  game.  Moreover,  if  you  get 
layed  out,  we’ve  got  no  one  to  put  in;  so,  you 
see,  you’ve  got  to  control  yourself.” 

Driscoll  was  right.  Somers  contrived  to 
give  manv  an  unseen,  but  not  unfelt,  punch 
and  kick.  The  Academy,  however,  put  up  a 
very  stiff  fight  after  their  first  few  minutes  of 
play,  and  the  half  ended  with  the  score  six  to 
nothing. 

In  the  second  half  the  gray  and  green  kicked 
off  to  the  Villagers,  and  Joe  was  heartily  cheered 
for  his  fine  diving  tackle  of  Monroe,  the  full- 
back, who  caught  the  kick.  He  was  now  play- 
ing a steady  game,  as  were  all  his  team  mates. 
His  nervousness  had  gone,  and  when  the 
Academy  finally  got  the  ball  at  the  middle  of 
the  field,  Joe  contributed  material  gains  until 
the  ball  rested  on  the  Villagers’  twenty-five  yard 
line.  But  here  their  opponents  held  like  a rock, 
and  after  an  unsuccessful  trick  play,  Jim  Dris- 
coll called  his  team  together  for  a consulta- 
tion. 

“Arthur,”  he  said  to  the  quarter-back,  “it 
looks  as  though  vou’ll  have  to  try  a drop-kick. 

I know  it’s  a long  kick,  but  you’ll  never  make 
it  if  you  don’t  try  it.” 

In  spite  of  his  objections,  Arthur  was 
obliged  to  try  it,  and  so  he  stepped  back, 
and  as  he  stood  for  a moment  motionless 
on  the  thirty-two-yard  line,  the  ball  shot 
back  into  his  hands,  dropped  lightly  to  the 
ground,  and  was  driven  from  his  foot  as  if  from 
a catapult.  It  went  in  a long  curve  directly 
between  the  posts,  and  about  a foot  over  the 
crossbar.  The  contrast  between  the  nerve- 
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racking  silence  of  the  moment  before  the  kick 
and  the  ear-splitting  shrieks  of  the  five  minutes 
after  the  kick  can  only  be  appreciated  by  one 
who  has  seen  a football  game,  and  who  knows 
what  it  is  to  have  a member  of  one’s  own  team 
save  the  day  by  a wonderful  piece  of  individual 
play.  And  surely  no  play  on  the  football  field 
is  more  spectacular,  better  calculated  to  arouse 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  most  sluggish  than  a suc- 
cessful drop-kick. 

But  the  day  was  not  yet  saved,  as  the  gray 
and  green  supporters  realized  after  their  first 
burst  of  enthusiasm  had  passed.  The  score 
stood  six  to  five  in  favor  of  the  villagers,  and  as 
the  teams  lined  up  for  the  kick-off,  the  timer 
announced  to  Driscoll  that  but  two  minutes  of 
play  remained.  The  ball  was  placed  in  the 
middle  of  the  field,  the  opposing  teams  were 
lined  up,  and  Somers  was  only  awaiting  the 
referee’s  whistle  for  the  kick-off,  when  the 
door  leading  from  the  dressing  room  of  the 
gymnasium  opened.  Instantly  every  eye  was 
turned  on  the  tall,  fair-haired  young  man,  clad 
in  a football  suit,  and  wearing  the  gray  and 
green  sweater  of  the  Academy.  And  as  he 
stepped  hurriedly  out  on  the  field,  and  they 
beheld  the  glittering  gold  monogram  which  dis- 
tinguished the  captain’s  sweater  from  those  of 
the  rest  of  the  team,  a roar  as  of  mighty  thunder 
rent  the  heavens,  and  only  those  who  under- 
stood could  distinguish  the  name  of  Coveney. 
If  the  noise  which  followed  the  drop-kick  could 
be  called  pandemonium,  the  cheers  which 
greeted  the  great  half-back  can  only  be  described 
as  a couple  of  pandemoniums  and  a Babylon. 

How  Coveney  happened  to  Ije  there  no  one 
knew,  no  one  thought  to  ask.  For  the  Academy 
it  was  quite  sufficient  that  he  was  there,  and  for 
the  Villagers  it  was  decidedly  more  than  suffi- 
cient. The  expressson  on  the  face  of  Charley 
Somers,  the  Village  quarter-back,  would  have 
been  a treat  for  a student  of  youthful  crimin- 
ology. The  ugly,  black  scowl  which  over- 
spread his  countenance  said  as  plainly  as  any 


words  that  Charley  Somers’  scheme  was  beaten. 
And  if  one  could  get  near  enough  to  hear  his 
spoken  words,  they  would  have  confirmed  the 
story  written  across  his  face.  But  there  was 
no  one  near  enough  to  hear  him  mutter  amid 
many  curses  : 

“ Well,  I wonder  how  under  the  Sun, 
Moon,  and  Seven  Stars  that  fellow  got  back 
here.  I thought  that  telegram  would  fix  him 
so  that  he  couldn’t  get  back  until  to-morrow. 
I’d  like  to  know  whether  he  suspects  who  sent 
him  that  message.” 

In  the  meantime  Ed  had  called  his  team  to- 
gether for  a last  consultation. 

“ Now  fellows,”  he  began,  “ we’ve  got  to 
win  this  game;  that’s  all  there  is  to  that. 
When  that  ball  is  kicked  off,  I want  the  fellow 
who  catches  it  to  run  for  those  two  little  wooden 
posts  down  there  as  if  that  were  the  only  thing 
he  was  put  on  earth  for.  Let  every  other  man 
on  the  team  work  as  if  he  individually  were 
playing  the  whole  Village  team.  Don’t  lie 
down  until  you  have  at  least  four  Villagers  sit- 
ting on  you,  and  we’ll  make  this  touchdown 
if  we  have  to  be  carried  back  on  stretchers 
after  it.” 

The  teams  lined  up  again,  the  referee  blew 
his  whistle,  the  ball  went  flying  through  the  air, 
and  this  time  Joe  Muldoon  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  Coveney  run  in  the  kick.  And  what  a 
run!  Every  man  had  followed  Ed’s  instruc- 
tions, including  Ed  himself.  One  after  another 
he  passed  the  Villagers  by,  brushing  one  aside 
with  a straight  arm,  wiggling  out  of  the  arms 
of  another,  hurdling  a third,  until  at  last  there 
stood  between  Ed  and  a touchdown  only  Som- 
ers, the  fearless  tackier,  the  unscrupulous  sender 
of  the  telegram  which  had  already  done  so  much 
harm,  and  came  so  near  destroying  the  clean 
record  of  the  Academy  team.  As  Ed  came 
within  a few  feet  of  Somers,  the  little  quarter- 
back made  a dive  at  him.  But  he  never  so 
much  as  touched  him.  For  as  Somers’  feet 
left  the  ground,  Coveney’s  did  likewise,  and  he 
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shot  up  in  the  air,  then  down  on  the  other  side, 
landing  squarely  on  his  feet,  and  fell,  rather 
than  ran  across  the  line  for  a touchdown.  He 
had  made  a clean  hurdle  of  the  surest  tackier  in 
that  part  of  the  country.  And  as,  a few  min- 
utes after,  Ed  kicked  the  goal,  making  the  score 
1 1 to  6,  he  was  carried  off  the  field  on  the 
shoulders  of  his  team  mates  and  admirers  to 


tell  the  story  of  his  sorrowful  ride  home,  his 
discovery  that  the  telegram  was  a false  one,  and 
his  hair-raising  return,  which  enabled  him  at 
the  same  time  to  win  the  game  for  his  team, 
and  defeat  the  scheme  of  “the  meanest  player 
the  Village  team  ever  owned  up  to.” 

J.  A.  F„  ’03. 


MORE  FROM  T 


THE  atmosphere  of  the  Sanctum  was 
heavy  with  the  sighs  of  the  B.  M., 
and  the  subtle  odor  which  always 
emanates  from  a smoking  student  lamp.  The 
E.  I.  C.  sat  with  his  feet  on  the  desk,  lazily 
eyeing  the  office  cat  with  an  almost  happy 
smile.  The  B.  M.,  for  a wonder,  was  awake, 
but  he  did  not  seem  as  joyful  as  the  E.  I.  C. 

“I  don’t  see  how  you  can  feel  so  good,  with 
two  examinations  coming  to-morrow,”  grum- 
bled the  B.  M. 

The  E.  I.  C.  carefully  removed  his  legs  from 
their  lofty  position  and  said  cheerfully  : 

“You  want  to  join  a ‘Don’t  Worry’  club,  old 
man.  It’s  a great  scheme.  Look  at  me  for 
example;  those  examinations  aren’t  worrying 
me  at  all;  not  even  the  crash  of  a broken  plate 
in  the  lunch  room  can  make  me  fish  convul- 
sively for  a nickel,  as  I saw  you  doing  the  other 
day.” 

“Oh,  it’s  easy  enough  to  talk,”  muttered 
the  B.  M. 

“Our  club  has  two  or  three  fine  mottoes,” 
the  E.  I.  C.  went  on  complacently:  “take  this 
one,  for  instance  : ‘ For  goodness  sake  don’t 
worry.  Do  the  best  you  can,  for  goodness’ 
sake,  and  be  content.’  How  does  that  strike 
you  ? ” 

“ Oh,  it’s  fine,”  answered  the  B.  M.  sar- 
castically; “ the  English  is  exquisite  and  the 
sentiment  is  — ” 


HE  SANCTUM 


There  was  a sudden  clattering  down  the 
hall,  the  Sanctum  door  flew  open  with  a bang, 
and  in  rushed  The  Horse.  The  B.  M.  jumped 
nearly  three  feet  and  then  dove  under  his  desk, 
ramming  his  head  into  the  waste-basket,  where, 
like  an  ostrich,  imagining  himself  safe,  he 
cowered  with  his  head  buried  in  the  latest  ex- 
changes. (These  events  happened  before  the 
raid  on  Room  13  for  exchanges.) 

The  E.  I.  C.  was  about  to  follow  his  ex- 
ample, but  then,  remembering  that  he  had 
joined  the  “Don’t  Worry”  club  the  night  be- 
fore, he  collected  his  scattered  legs  and  wits, 
and  demanded  of  The  Horse  what  the  distur- 
bance meant.  For  answer  The  Horse  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  ears  back,  tail  up  and 
eyes  flashing  wildly,  and  began  to  declaim  the 
following: 

“ ‘Bobby  Shafto’s  gone  to  sea. 

He’ll  come  back  and  marry  me. 

And  if  you  don’t  expect  his  fate, 

Then  you  should  wear  C.  M.  C. 

Hose  Supporters.’  ” 

(The  writer  disclaims  any  responsibility  for  the 
rhythm  and  meter  of  these  lines.) 

Then,  dodging  as  if  to  escape  some  unseen 
missiles.  The  Horse  began  to  shriek:  “ Soup — 
ham — bun  — chicken  sandwich  — milk — cake 
and  bun — bananas — ,”  here  he  stopped  sud- 
denly. 

The  E.  I.  C.,  fearing  The  Horse  had  been 
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seriously  afflicted  by  some  mysterious  lunch 
room  concoction,  began  to  look  about  for  some 
means  of  protection. 

“My  dear  Horse,”  he  began  soothingly. 

“ Don’t  ‘ My  dear’  me,”  exclaimed  The 
Horse ; “When  great  Cassar  was  alive — but  that 
is  past  and  gone,  and  men  have  degenerated. 

0 times!  O Customs!  Say,  did  you  ever  go 
down  to  the  lunch  room?” 

“Never  got  up  enough  courage  to  venture 
down;  what  do  you  want  to  know  for,” 
answered  the  E.  I.  C. 

“Then  I advise  you  not  to  try  it.  I went 
down  there  to-day.  This  may  seem  to  be  a 
needless  remark.  My  appearance  would  in- 
dicate that.  Well,  I went  down,  and  I man- 
aged to  get  back  up  stairs  safely  by  the  skin  of 
mv  teeth  and  by  taking  the  steps  five  at  a time. 

1 had  hardly  so  much  as  entered  when  a great 
crash  was  heard,  followed  by  such  groans  as  I 
have  never  heard  before,  except  when  I de- 
scended to  Orcus,  and  had  a free  ride,  a la 
Charon  and  the  Styx.  Then  did  my  curiosity 
prove  my  undoing,  for,  going  toward  the  sound 
of  the  disturbance,  I was  suddenly  struck  by  all 
sorts  of  missiles,  and  even  as  I opened  my 
mouth  to  scream  with  terror,  one  of  them  en- 
tered my  mouth  and,  like  Miltiades,  pursued 
its  way  to  the  Athens  of  my  stomach.  Then 
did  I turn  and  flee,  and  never  will  I go  there 
again.  I swear  I’ll  never  try  to  inspect  any 


more  of  this  school.  There  is  more  danger  in 
it  than  I ever  was  in,  in  one  of  Caesar’s  battles. 
Do  you  wonder  that  I was  light-headed  for  a 
while  ? But  now  I am  faint  and  weary  and  fain 
would  I go  home.  Truly  the  way  of  the 
trespasser  into  the  lunch  room  is  hard — but 
harder  is  the  way  out  again.  You’ll  see  me 
to-morrow,  if  I’m  alive.” 

The  Horse  turned  to  go,  but  the  E.  I.  C. 
tried  to  stop  him. 

“Come  back  and  help  me  with  that  transla- 
tion,” he  yelled. 

But  it  was  too  late.  The  Horse  had  already 
gone.  A few  moments  later,  the  B.  M’s.  face 
appeared  from  under  his  desk. 

“ Has  it  gone?  ” he  asked. 

“ Yes,  come  out,”  replied  the  E.  I.  C. 
“ Now  who’s  been  eating  too  much  mince 
pie?” 

“I  guess  its  the  effects  of  that  lemonade  you 
brought  over  from  the  drug  store  in  that  white 
pitcher,”  replied  the  B.  M.  dolefully.  “ I’m 
going  home.” 

“Then  you  won’t  come  over  to  our 
‘Don’t  Worry’  Club  to-night,”  remarked  the 
E.  I.  C. 

But  the  B.  M.  shook  his  head  mournfully, 
and  so  the  two  walked  out,  leaving  the  office 
cat  to  finish  the  “lemonade”  in  the  pitcher. 

E.  E.  H.  ’03. 


Ralph  Perrin,  of  the  fourth  class,  died  at  his 
home  in  Brighton,  January  7,  of  a complication 
of  diphtheria  and  pneumonia.  Our  hearty  sym- 
pathy is  extended  to  his  bereaved  parents. 

Through  gross  carelessness  the  notice  con- 
cerning Perrin’s  death  was  left  out  in  the  January 
number.  We  feel  that  an  apology  is  due  his 
parents  and  class-mates. 

On  Saturday,  January  10,  our  hockey  team 
was  defeated  by  the  E.  H.  S.  team,  the  score 
being  2 to  1 . 


Sarmenta  in  cornibus  iuvencorum  deligata  in- 
cendit. 

He  tied  twigs  to  the  right  wing  of  the  bul- 
locks and  set  them  on  fire. 

• Great  brilliancy  in  Class  IV  ! 

Crusti  patulis. 

A crusty  parent. 

Consumptis  hie  forte  aliis  ut  vertere  morsus. 

They  had  consumed  this  fort  when  they 
turned  their  teeth  to  other  tasks. 
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THE  lively  discussion  which  was  heid  at 
the  last  M.  I.  P.  A.  meeting  concern- 
ing the  advantages  and  disadvantages 
of  the  Universal  School  Paper,  the  controversy 
over  which  bids  fair  to  make  it  the  main  topic 
of  debate  at  the  next  meeting,  leads  us  to  en- 
large somewhat  upon  the  subject  and  to  give 
our  own  ideas  concerning  it.  In  the  first 
place,  what  is  the  Universal  School  Paper  ? 
What  idea  is  this  term  to  convey  to  us?  As 
stated  by  the  promoter  of  the  idea,  the  follow- 
ing is  the  whole  thing  in  a nut-shell.  Why 
would  it  not  be  more  advantageous  for  printer, 
editor,  and  subscriber  to  have  a number  of 
schools,  not  more  than  ten,  unite  to  edit  a 
paper  in  common  ? Each  editor  would  have 
the  same  number  of  pages  that  he  had  before 
and  each  editor  would  edit  the  part  belonging  to 
his  own  school.  Each  month  a different  editor 
would  be  chosen  to  oversee  the  v\  hole.  Of 
course  there'are  many  advantages  in  this  scheme. 
Many  more  advertisements  could  be  obtained 
for  such  a magazine  than  could  possibly  be 
found  in  a single  paper,  and  the  advertising 
rates  could  and  would  probably  be  raised  con- 
siderably. This  setback  would  be  offset  by  the 
fact  that  the  advertiser  would  be  patronizing 


one  paper,  and  would  not  be  scattering  his  ad- 
vertisements through  many.  Thus,  even  with 
an  increased  advertising  rate,  the  actual  cost  of 
advertising  would  be  less.  Then  there  would 
be  the  decreased  cost  of  printing  and  the  outgo 
for  cuts  and  so  forth  would  be  much  lessened. 
The  subscribers  would  get  more  for  their  money 
than  they  did  before;  more  reading  matter,  more 
news,  a better  magazine  all  through.  The  ad- 
vantages truly  are  many. 

The  arguments  against  this  plan  are  such  as 
would  naturally  be  expected.  There  would  be 
petty  jealousies  and  bickerings  aroused  over  the 
appointment  of  the  overseeing  editor  each 
month;  one  school  would  think  another  was 
getting  better  treatment  than  it  was  itself.  There 
would  be  quarrels  and  jealousies  aroused  by  the 
order  of  precedence  in  which  each  school’s  part 
of  the  magazine  might  come.  Moreover,  the 
local  spirit,  the  proud  desire  of  each  school  to 
stand  alone,  and  have  its  own  representative, 
would  interfere  with  this  movement.  Would 
the  various  schools  wish  for  a minute  to  lose 
their  individuality?  Of  course  not.  This  very 
feeling  would  prevent  the  desired  union  in  the 
first  place,  and,  in  the  second  place,  we  doubt 
if  the  different  schools  would  remain  satisfied. 
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even  if  they  should  decide  to  try  the  experi- 
ment. There  are  always  some  who  are  dissat- 
isfied, and  there  would  surely  be  one  school  or 
even  more  which  would  prefer  the  individual 
paper.  Viewed  by  one  who  is  outside,  who  is 
not  now  an  editor,  the  plan  might  seem  advan- 
tageous, but  the  local  pride  of  each  succeeding 
board  of  editors  would  prevent  the  desired  union. 

The  last  M.  I.  P.  A.  meeting  was  held  in 
the  Girl’s  High  School,  Boston,  January  31. 
A most  interesting  and  lively  meeting  was  held. 
The  discussion,  as  stated  above,  was  mainly  on 
the  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  the  Univer- 
sal School  Paper.  This  lively  subject  is  to  be 
further  considered  at  the  next  meeting  of  the 
dub,  which  is  to  be  held  Saturday  morning, 
February  21,  at  Lynn. 

As  a result  of  an  editorial  in  the  Register  of 
October  last,  we  are  glad  to  see  the  interest  in 
class  athletics  growing  in  the  school.  Once  let 
this  system  of  class  athletics  get  firmly  rooted  in 
the  school  and  success  in  our  athletics  is  assured. 
We  would  like  to  see  every  class  in  the  Latin 
School  represented  by  its  own  baseball,  foot- 
ball or  golf  teams. 

The  time  is  drawing  near  when  many  of  us 
will  leave  the  old  school  for  good,  to  enter  some 
college  or  go  into  business.  Isn’t  it  about  time 
that  we  find  out  what  we  want  to  make  our  life 
work,  what  we  are  best  fitted  for,  the  profes- 
sion or  business  in  which  we  feel  we  can  make 
the  most  of  our  abilities  ? It  is  most  important 
that  we  know  what  we  are  aiming  for  when  we 


take  up  our  college  studies,  studies  which  we 
must  of  necessity  choose  according  to  what  use 
we  shall  make  of  them  in  the  future.  We  ought 
to  have  some  single  aim,  some  ambition  which 
we  may  strive  to  realize.  A man  without  an 
ideal,  who  is  not  all  the  time  striving  to  climb 
higher,  will  invariably  sink  lower,  for  there  is 
no  stopping  place  between.  It  was  the  lack  of 
a single  aim  which  resulted  in  the  ultimate  fail- 
ure of  Robert  Burns’  life  from  a worldly  point 
of  view.  Let  us  not  be  a ship  without  a rud- 
der. Let  us  choose  wisely  and  carefully  now 
what  shall  be  our  life  work,  the  goal  of  our 
hopes  and  ambitions. 

We  would  call  the  attention  of  the  younger 
fellows  to  that  section  of  the  catalogue  pertain- 
ing to  the  prizes  awarded  each  year.  The 
matter  under  Division  VII.  is  what  we  wish 
them  to  notice.  A feeling  has  somehow  grown 
up  that  these  prizes  belong  only  to  the  first  class; 
that  it  would  be  useless  to  try  to  obtain  a prize 
in  competition  with  the  members  of  the  senior 
class.  We  wish  this  idea  to  be  dispelled  im- 
mediately, before  it  is  too  late.  This  section  of 
prizes  is  open  to  the  whole  school,  and  very 
frequently  have  members  of  the  younger  classes 
obtained  a prize  in  one  of  the  three  subjects. 
Look  at  the  experience  of  last  year.  Not  a 
single  prize  in  Section  VII.  was  awarded,  be- 
cause the  papers  submitted  were  not  deemed 
worthy  of  receiving  a prize.  Who  knows  what 
a member  of  the  second  or  third  classes  could 
have  done  in  such  a case?  It  certainly  does  no 
harm  to  try,  and  it  is  too  bad  to  see  three  blanks 
under  Section  VII.  of  awarded  prizes. 


Captain  Shanahan  has  resigned  from  his 
position  as  captain  of  the  baseball  team.  He 
will  probably  be  succeeded  by  O’Donnell. 

The  dance  was  a great  success  this  year,  the 
committee  coming  out  about  even  in  assets  and 
liabilities. 


Les  fortifications  en  terre  poussaient  au  sol. 
The  earthworks  pushed  up  to  the  sun. 

Paul  Edwards  has  been  elected  captain  of 
next  year’s  football  team.  May  he  be  as  suc- 
cessful as  Hanley  was  this  year. 
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MY  OLD  FRIEND  JACK 


AS  I descended  the  club  house  steps,  a clock 
in  a church  nearby  struck  eleven.  I 
could  hardly  count  the  strokes,  which 
were  deadened  by  a howling  snow  storm— one 
of  your  real  old  fashioned  storms,  with  a cyclone 
attachment  and  a temperature  rapidly  falling 
below  the  zero  mark. 

I buttoned  my  heavy  fur  ulster  tighter  around 
my  neck,  pulled  my  hat  down  over  my  ears, 
and  started  across  the  street  to  the  opposite  cor- 
ner, where  I wished  to  take  a car  for  home. 

Before  I was  half  way  across  the  street  my 
hat  was  torn  from  my  head  and  whirled  into 
the  darkness.  Concluding  that  it  was  gone 
forever,  I managed  at  last  to  wade  to  the  curb, 
where  I clung  in  sheer  desperation  to  a lamp 
post,  while  fine  particles  of  snow  filled  my 
mouth,  eyes,  ears,  and  nose,  rendering  me  prac- 
tically helpless. 

Suddenly  I became  aware  that  some  one  was 
speaking  to  me,  and  by  brushing  some  of  the 
snow  out  of  my  eyes,  I managed  to  see  dimly, 
as  through  a heavy  veil,  that  a shabbily  dressed 
and  coatless  man  was  holding  out  my  hat  to  me 
with  a grin  on  his  face  that  stretched  his  mouth 
from  ear  to  ear.  I remember  thinking  at  the 
time  that  grinning  was  a rash  operation  to  at- 
tempt in  a storm  like  this  one,  but  I said  noth- 
ing to  him  on  that  subject. 

Instead,  I merely  thanked  him  and  gave  him 
a cigar,  as  I could  find  no  change  in  my  coat 
pocket,  and  did  not  feel  inclined  to  unbutton 
that  most  comfortable  coat  for  the  sake  of 
giving  away  fifty  cents  or  so. 

He  took  the  cigar,  looked  at  it  as  if  he 
thought  it  might  be  loaded,  smelt  of  it,  con- 
cluded that  it  was  a good  one,  grinned  rashly 
again,  nearly  choked  to  death  while  trying  it, 
and  then  moved  on  to  the  next  post,  and  clung 
to  it  even  as  I was  clinging  to  mine. 

After  I had  clung  to  my  post  about  twenty 


minutes  without  seeing  a car  or  a snow  plow 
pass,  it  suddenly  dawned  upon  my  storm-mud- 
dled brain  that  possibly  the  cars  were  blocked. 

Then  I gazed  around  for  a cab,  as  if  I ex- 
pected one  to  spring  out  of  a snow  bank  like  a 
fairy  coach;  but  there  was  not  one  in  sight.  As 
I was  looking  on  all  sides  in  hopes  that  I might 
see  some  kind  of  conveyance,  my  eyes  fell  once 
again  upon  my  benefactor,  whom  I had  paid  so 
cheaply. 

At  that  moment  it  suddenly  dawned  upon 
me  that  I had  acted  like  a pretty  mean  miser. 
There  he  was,  clingingly  desperately  to  his 
lamp  post,  coatless  and  gloveless,  blue  with 
cold,  and  yet  he  was  whistling  ! Even  above 
the  roar  of  the  storm,  the  sound  of  his  whis- 
tling reached  me  at  times,  and  the  piece  he 
whistled  sent  vague  memories  rushing  through 
my  head. 

When  had  I heard  that  piece  before  ? Let 
me  see,  what  are  the  words  ? 

Why,  it  is  nothing  else  than  my  old  class 
song  ; a song  I had  not  heard  wrhistled  or  sung 
for  more  than  five  years.  Then  that  poor  be- 
ing across  from  me  was  one  of  my  old  class- 
mates, was  he  ? 

I started  toward  him,  he  looked  up,  and  the 
flickering  light  of  an  electric  lamp  fell  full  upon 
his  face. 

“ Good  heavens  !”  I said,  “ is  that  you 
lack  Haynes?  Don’t  you  remember  Tom, 
Tom  Roberts,  your  old  class  mate?” 

“ Why,  hullo,”  said  he,  without  much  en- 
thusiasm, “ glad  to  see  you.  Didn’t  think 
you  would  recognize  me,  because  I am  looking 
like  a bum.” 

“ How  did  it  happen,  jack,”  said  I. 
“ The  last  I heard  of  you  was  that  you  were 
doing  finely  in  the  wool  business  in  South 
America.” 

“ Oh,  I just  went  to  pieces,  that’s  all.  It’s 
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a long  story,  and  1 can’t  tell  it  here.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  I’m  about  frozen,”  he  added. 

“ Come  into  my  club.  It’s  right  back  here. 
I’ll  get  you  a coat  and  something  hot,  and  per- 
haps you’ll  meet  some  more  of  your  old  friends. 
Don’t  you  remember  Jimmy  Little?  He’s  in 
there.  Come  ahead  ; he’s  a good  chap,  and 
I’m  sure  he  will  think  of  some  scheme  to  help 
you  out.” 

“ No,  Tom,”  said  he,  “ I can’t  do  it.  I 
can’t  bear  to  have  all  my  old  friends  see  me 
like  this.  I remember  Jimmy  ; he’s  a good 
fellow  I know,  but  I can’t  and  won’t  do  it, 
that’s  all.” 

“ Oh,  nonsense,  every  man  is  liable  to  have 
hard  luck  some  time.  Still,  if  you  don’t  want 

to By  the  way,”  I broke  off  abruptly, 

“ where  are  you  going  to  sleep  to-night?” 

The  roar  of  the  storm  drowned  his  reply, 
but  I concluded  that  he  said  “nowhere,”  and 
I pitied  him  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
Although  I could  not  distinguish  his  features 
very  well  through  the  snow,  I could  see  that 
he  had  grown  thin  and  pale  with  hunger  and 
privation,  so  I decided  what  to  do  at  once. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  the  only  cab  I had 
seen  that  night  came  laboring  up  the  street.  I 
yelled  to  the  cabby  to  stop,  which  wasn’t  a 
hard  thing  for  him  to  do,  for  horse,  carriage, 
and  man  were  nearly  buried. 

“Come  on!”  I yelled,  grabbing  my  com- 
panion by  the  arm.  But  he  did  not  budge. 

“ Where  yer  going  ?”  he  said,  sullenly. 

“ Home,  and  you’re  coming  with  me,”  I 
replied. 

“Not  much,”  said  he,  still  clinging  to  the 
post. 

“ It  seems  to  me  you  are  not  very  grateful,” 
I said. 

“ Well,”  he  answered,  “ I don’t  want  to 
meet  all  your  folks,  and  be  pitied  and  called  a 
fool,  and  all  that.” 

“ Oh,  if  that’s  all  you’re  afraid  of,”  I re- 
plied, you  can  put  yourself  at  ease.  They  are 


all  away  for  the  week.  Only  the  servant  girls 
are  home,  and  you  won’t  see  anything  of  them. 
Besides,  you  can  have  my  room.” 

“ All  right,”  said  he,  “ I’ll  come.” 

We  waded  out  to  the  cab,  for  the  cabby 
refused  to  come  nearer  the  curb,  because  of  the 
drifts.  I then  bawled  out  my  address,  and  we 
crept  off. 

The  ride  was  a cold  one,  long  remembered 
by  me.  I saw  that  my  friend  was  not  inclined 
to  talk,  so  I let  him  alone,  and  occupied  my 
time  in  smoking  like  a parlor  lamp  and  kicking 
my  feet  to  keep  them  from  freezing. 

As  for  Jack — he  went  to  sleep.  Some  men 
don’t  seem  to  mind  anything. 

“ Well,  old  man,”  I said,  as  the  cab  stopped 
before  my  door,  “wake  up.  We’re  home  at 
last.  Lucky  I heard  you  whistling  our  old  class 
song,  wasn’t  it  ?” 

“Yes,”  he  said,  simply,  but  with  rather  a 
queer  smile. 

I paid  the  cabby  liberally,  for  he  certainly 
deserved  it,  and  he  quickly  disappeared  in  the 
blinding  snow,  now  worse  than  ever. 

We  toiled  up  the  steps,  which  were  com- 
pletely buried,  and  as  I started  to  ring  the  bell, 
I felt  my  friend’s  hand  on  my  arm. 

“ Havn’t  you  got  a key  ?”  he  said. 

“Yes,”  I replied,  “but  what  objection 
have  you  to  my  ringing  the  bell  ? Onlv  one 
of  the  servants  will  answer  it.  I told  you  that 
the  folks  were  all  away.” 

“I  know,”  said  he,  “but  I’d  rather  not 
meet  even  one  of  the  servants  while  I look  like 
this.” 

“All  right,”  I replied,  and,  after  unbutton- 
ing my  overcoat  with  a feeling  of  resentment, 
I found  my  keys  and  opened  the  door  myself. 

“ Now  we’ll  go  out  in  the  pantry  and  mix 
up  something  hot  ourselves,  since  you  object  to 
the  servants,”  I said. 

“ If  it’s  all  the  same  to  you,”  he  answered 
quietly,  “ I’d  like  to  go  to  bed  right  away,  for 
I am  dead  tired.” 
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“ Oh,  well,  come  on  then,”  I said,  finding 
that  none  of  my  well  meant  suggestions  seemed 
to  suit  him.  And  I led  the  way  to  my  room. 

By  the  time  I had  the  gas  lighted,  he  was 
stooping  over  in  the  act  of  unlacing  his  shoes, 
and  said  “Good  night,”  rather  impudently  I 
thought,  without  looking  up. 

“ Oh,  good  night,”  said  I,  rather  piqued 
at  my  curt  dismissal,  “ We  will  talk  things 
over  in  the  morning,  then.” 

I went  out  and  shut  the  door,  rather  hard, 
perhaps,  for  I thought  that  he  didn’t  show 
much  gratitude,  even  if  he  felt  it. 

As  I walked  away,  I could  have  sworn  that 
I heard  a muffled  laugh,  but  it  might  have  been 
only  the  wind. 

After  some  difficulty,  I managed  to  arouse 
one  of  the  servants,  and  beat  it  into  her  sleep- 
muddled  brain  that  I had  put  a sick  friend  in 
mv  room  and  wanted  some  place  to  sleep  in 
myself.  She  said  that  she  wouid  get  a room 
ready  for  me,  and  went  off  muttering, 

I went  down  in  the  library  to  smoke,  and 
incidentally  to  do  a little  thinking  about  my 
newly  found  old  friend.  After  I had  planned 
at  least  six  different  schemes  for  setting  my  old 
friend  on  his  feet  again,  the  servant  appeared 
and  said  that  my  room  was  ready.  I retired 
quickly,  and  did  no  more  thinking  that  night. 

=*  * * * # 

I was  awakened,  seemingly  only  a few  min- 
utes later,  though  really  it  was  several  hours,  by 
a tremendous  pounding  on  my  door. 

“ What’s  the  matter?”  I yelled. 

“ Oh,  sir,’’  cried  a frightened  voice,  “ won’t 
you  please  get  right  up  ? Jane  can’t  find  half 
the  silver,  the  sideboard  is  turned  inside  out, 
and ” 

“All  right.  I’ll  get  up,”  I shouted  back, 
as  1 started  dressing  in  a hurry,  although  there 
was  no  need  of  it.  Of  course  the  thief  was 
miles  away  by  that  time,  and  the  storm  had 
long  ago  covered  up  his  tracks. 

I went  down  and  viewed  the  wreck  of  the 
sideboard,  which  was,  indeed,  turned  inside 


out.  I noticed,  also,  that  all  the  choice  articles 
had  been  picked  out  with  exceeding  care,  while 
all  things  of  lesser  value  had  not  been  disturbed. 
Evidently  the  thief  had  taken  his  time. 

Then  I telephoned  to  the  police  station,  and 
soon  had  a couple  of  detectives  on  the  scene.  I 
gave  them  a list  describing  some  of  the  more 
valuable  missing  articles,  and  then  they  started 
to  make  a survey  of  the  house  and  grounds. 

“ Of  course  you  have  no  idea  as  to  the 
identity  of  the  thief?”  said  one  detectiv..  to 
me. 

“ Certainly  not,”  said  I. 

“We  can  find  no  indication  that  the  break 
was  made  from  the  outside.  Can  you  trust 
your  servants  ?”  said  the  other. 

One  ol  the  girls  overheard  the  remark,  and 
of  course  began  to  cry  and  call  upon  me  to  pro- 
tect her,  saying  that  she  had  been  with  the 
family  ten  years,  and  came  of  respectable  par- 
ents, and  so  on. 

The  other  girl,  however,  was  more  practi- 
cal, and  said  quickly  : “ If  you  please,  sir, 

your  sick  friend’s  door  is  still  shut.  Perhaps 
he  heard  some  noise  or  can  tell  you  something 
about  it.” 

“ Who’s  this?”  said  one  officer,  sharply. 

“ Oh,  just  an  old  college  chum  of  mine  that 
I brought  home  with  me  last  night.  I let  him 
have  my  room,  as  he  was  not  feeling  very  well 
and  wished  to  retire  early.” 

“ Well-er — as  to  this  friend  ?”  began  the 
officer. 

“ I do  not  doubt  his  honesty,”  I broke  in 
quickly. 

“ Oh,  yes,  of  course,  but  still  the  entrance 
may  have  been  effected  through  that  room. 
Perhaps  your  friend  has  been  injured  or  drug- 
ged. Anyway,  I am  afraid  I shall  have  to  in- 
sist upon  being  shown  to  that  room,”  replied 
the  officer  who  acted  as  spokesman. 

“ All  right,  come  on,”  I said,  “ only  I 
hate  to  awaken  him,  for  he  appeared  to  be  very 
ill  last  night.” 

We  tramped  up  stairs  in  single  file,  servants 
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and  all.  I knocked  on  the  door,  shouting  in 
a cheery  tone  that  1 had  come  to  pull  him  out 
of  bed,  attended  by  a few  friends. 

No  answer. 

I tried  the  door.  It  was  locked. 

“Hum,”  said  the  officer,  “guess  we’ll 
have  to  break  in.  ” 

And  he  suited  the  action  to  the  word. 

To  my  horror,  my  friend  was  gone,  the 
window  was  half  open,  and  on  the  dressing 
table  lav  a note,  written  in  bold  characters, 
which  read  somewhat  as  follows  : 


“ Dear  Sir  : 

“ You’re  a cinch,  and  I hated  to  do  it,  but 
I just  had  to.  I am  very  glad  I look  so  much 
like  your  old  friend,  and  also  very  glad  that  I 
once  lived  in  a college  town  and  remembered 
some  of  the  songs.  I am  also  very  sorry  to 
be  obliged  to  take  away  so  many  nice  souvenirs 
without  your  permission.  When  the  * cops  ’ 
show  up,  ask  ’em  if  they  ever  heard  tell  of  Bill 
Devon.  Perhaps  they  can  tell  you  where  he 
is,  but  I doubt  it.  Yours  truly, 

BILL.” 

H.  E.  W.,  ’03 


NOTES 


B.  L.  S.  OFFICERS’  PARTY. 

On  the  afternoon  of  February  7,  1903,  the 
officers  of  the  Boston  Latin  School  Cadets  held 
their  annual  party.  For  a few  short  hours  the 
drill  hail  was  completely  transformed  by  taste- 
ful decorations  and  by  the  presence  of  the  fair 
sex. 

There  were  about  three  hundred  present,  and 
dancing  was  enjoyed  from  two  until  six. 
Poole’s  Orchestra  furnished  the  music,  and 
better  was  not  to  be  desired. 

The  matrons,  who  received  the  guests,  were 
Mrs.  Patrick  T.  Campbell,  Mrs.  William  K. 
Norton  and  Mrs.  Herbert  T.  Rich. 

The  grand  march  was  led  by  Capt.  F.  H. 
Middleton  and  Miss  Clara  Wighton.  The 
floor  was  in  charge  of  Capt.  Middleton,  the 
chairman  of  the  Dance  Committee.  He  was 
assisted  by  Capt.  E.  H.  McMichael,  Capt. 
W.  B.  Mahar,  Lieut.  H.  E.  Wilson  and 
Lieut.  Pteffer,  the  other  members  of  the  Dance 
Committee.  The  Committee  wish  to  thank 
the  many  members  of  the  school  who  lent  their 
hearty  co-operation  and  helped  to  make  the 
dance  a success. 


On  Saturday  afternoon,  January  24,  1903, 
the  officers  of  the  South  Boston  High  School 
held  their  annnua!  officers’  partv. 

B.  L.  S.  was  represented  by  Capt.  Shanahan, 
Capt.  Vlahar,  Lieut.  Pfeifer  and  Drum  Major 
Stewart.  Norton,  Weber,  Corkery,  Kent  and 
Guindon  of  this  school  were  also  present. 

McDonald,  Keltie  and  Wall,  of  the  Out-of 
Course  Fifth  have  left  school. 

Miller,  ’06,  has  left  school,  and  gone  to 
Bridgewater  Academy. 

Lynch,  of  the  Out-of-Course  Class,  has  left 
school,  and  entered  E.  Id.  S. 

The  Out-of-Course  class  is  making  up  a 
baseball  team.  This  team  is  already  under  the 
consideration  of  the  Athletic  Committee  of  the 
school. 

Is  there  anything  new? 

Iphigenia  (to  Achilles)  Quoi  seigneur!  vous 
iriez  jusques  a la  contrainte? 

“What  sir?  Would  you  use  Force?  ” 

Sic  transit. 

The  ambulance. 
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ATHLETIC  S 


About  this  time  of  year  comes  the  period  of 
transition  from  the  winter  sports  to  the  spring 
games.  Hockey  is  almost  over,  basket  ball  is 
in  full  swing,  the  track  team  is  getting  under 
way,  and  we  begin  to  hear  something  about 
early  baseball  practice. 

THE  TRACK  TEAM 

The  track  team  has  been  called  out,  and 
under  the  leadership  of  Weber,  of  1904,  we 
shall  look  for  a winning  team.  Why  it  is  that 
B.  L.  S.  usually  makes  such  a poor  showing  in 
her  track  athletics  is  a mystery  to  us.  Surely 
there  are  enough  good  runners  and  athletes  in 
the  school  to  make  a successful  team.  The 
blame  must  be  laid  at  the  door  of  indifference, 
as  is  so  often  'the  case  with  us.  Let  us  get  to- 
gether and  win  the  championship  in  track  ath- 
letics. 

BASEBALL 

“ Bill  ” Shanahan’s  resignation  from  the 
position  of  captain  of  the  baseball  team  has 
shaken  our  hopes  to  the  very  foundations. 
The  captaincy  must  go  to  a fellow  who  has 
had  only  a year’s  experience  on  the  team.  It 
will  probably  be  given  to  O’Donnell.  Of 
last  year’s  team  only  Barnett,  Mahan,  O’Don- 
nell and  Hanley  are  back.  What  a chance  for 
new  men  ! However,  we  have  as  much 
chance  for  the  championship  this  year  as  anv 
of  the  schools.  “ There  are  as  good  fish  in 
the  sea  as  have  ever  been  caught,’-  and  we 
doubt  not  but  that  we  shall  develop  some  un- 
known stars  this  spring.  Let  everybody  come 
out  when  the  call  is  given  for  candidates. 

HOCKEY. 

Our  Hockey  team  has  had  hard  luck  in  the 
matter  of  having  suitable  ice  to  play  on,  and 
the  following  are  the  only  two  League  games 
played  to  date  : 


CAMBRIDGE  LATIN,  6.  B.  L.  S.,o. 

On  Friday,  January  16,  our  Hockey  team 
played  its  first  League  game,  being  defeated 
6 — o by  Cambridge  Latin.  The  scoring 
was  all  done  in  the  first  half,  for  in  the  second 
half  our  fellows  braced  and  put  up  a good  game. 
What  we  need  is  team  play.  For  us.  West- 
fall  played  well,  and  for  C.  L.  S.,  Taylor  ex- 
celled. 

C.  L.  S. — Potter,  F.  Taft,  Taylor  and 
Rogers,  f. ; R.  Taft,  c.  p. ; Burton,  p ; 
Crocker,  g. 

B.  L.  S. — (Niles)  Rogers,  McShane,  Keefe 
and  Westfall,  f. ; Moulton,  c.  p. ; Baxter,  p.; 
Parker,  g. 

Score — C.  L.  S.,  6 ; B.  L.  S.,  o.  Goals 
made — By  Taylor,  4 ; F.  Taft,  Potter.  Ref- 
eree— Brooks.  Umpires — Waterbury,  Beard. 
Timers — Howe,  Niles,  Rogers.  Time — 
Twenty-minute  halves. 

B.  L.  S.,  1.  HOPPY,  o. 

On  January  27,  our  Hockey  team  defeated 
Hoppy  one  to  nothing  in  a fast  game  at  Jamaica 
Pond. 

B.  L.  S. — Westfall,  McShane,  Keefe  and 
Rogers,  f. ; Moulton,  c.  p.;  Baxter,  p. ; Ken- 
nedy, g. 

Hopkinson — Barnes,  Grimes,  Hammond, 
and  Brown,  f. ; Worthen,  c.  p. ; Malone,  p. ; 
Leslie,  g. 

Score,  1 — o.  Goal  made — By  Westfall. 
Referee — Lorens.  Timer— Brett.  Time — 
Twenty-minute  halves. 

BASKET  BALL. 

This  year,  for  the  first  time,  the  school  has 
a representative  Basket-ball  team.  Last  year  a 
few  private  individuals  got  together  and  formed 
a team,  which  practiced  in  the  Drill  Hall. 
There  was  no  call  for  candidates  from  the 
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school,  and  there  was  little  interest  manifested 
except  by  the  few  players.  This  year  a call 
tor  candidates  from  the  whole  school  was  made, 
and  about  fifteen  fellows  presented  themselves. 
J.  A.  Fitz  Gerald  was  elected  captain,  and  the 
candidates  began  to  practice  in  the  Drill  Hall. 
The  team  is  laboring  under  the  disadvantage 
that,  whereas  the  teams  from  other  schools 
have  had  a number  of  experienced  candidates 
out  since  before  Christmas,  we  have  only  three 
or  four  fellows  who  have  ever  played  the  game 
before,  and  we  have  only  been  practising  since 
the  middle  of  January.  However,  very  en- 
couraging results  have  been  obtained.  The 
team  work  has  developed  rapidly,  and  although 
only  one  of  the  first  four  games  resulted  in  a 
victory,  the  whole  work  in  these  games  showed 
an  improvement  which  indicates  favorable  things 
for  the  future.  Those  who  have  played  in  the 
games  are : 

J.  A.  Fitz  Gerald,  D.  V.  Fitz  Gerald, 
Goode,  Packard,  Sullivan,  E.  B.  Corbett, 
Brady,  Weber  and  Kneeland.  Games  have 
been  arranged  with  Everett  High  School,  East 
Boston  High  School,  South  Boston  High, 
English  High,  Brookline  High,  West  Roxbury 
High,  Milton  High,  Brown  and  Nichols’,  and 
Chauncy  Hall  School. 

FOOTBALL  RESULTS. 

Games i 3 

Games  won 1 2 

Games  lost o 

Games  tied 1 
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RECORD  OF  THE  1902  FOOTBALL 
TEAM. 


Name  Position 

Weight 

Height 

Age 

Class 

Years 

on  team 

Edwards.  1.  e. 

165 

6-1 

18 

11 

2 

O’Donnell,  1.  t. 

170 

5-“ 

‘7 

IV 

2 

Pierson,  1.  g. 

I90 

6 

‘9 

IV 

I 

Littlefield,  c. 

185 

6 

‘7 

1 

3 

Witherby,  r.  g. 

175 

^-2 

‘9 

11 

4 

Mohan,  r.  t. 

‘75 

6-3 

‘9 

1 

2 

Benshimol,  r.  e. 

155 

5-10 

‘7 

1 

1 

Loughlin,  q.  b. 

140 

5 6 

16 

hi 

I 

Freedman, l.h.b. 

146 

5 5 

‘7 

1 

2 

McCusker.r.h.b. 

‘53 

58 

l6 

IV 

2 

Hanley,  Captf.b. 

‘83  5- 

IO  1-2 

‘7 

I 

2 

Somes,  h.  b. 

168 

5-“ 

l6 

II 

2 

Hanlon,  q.  b. 

‘38 

5-9 

l8 

I 

2 

Corbett,  E.  B.,  t. 

‘58 

5-“ 

18 

II 

2 

Wogau,  t. 

‘45 

6 

‘7 

I 

I 

Woods,  c. 

‘65 

5-10 

18 

II 

I 

Moffett,  e. 

14s 

5-8 

‘5 

III 

I 

Sullivan,  h.  b. 

138 

5-7 

18 

II 

I 

Wherle,  t. 

160 

5-10 

18 

I 

I 

Average,  Team 

167 

5-9 

‘7-4 

Average  Squad 

l6l 

5-9 

‘7-3 

SEWING  MACHINES 

THE  T\  rv iti  p c 4-  i C -k°ck  Stitch  and  Chain  Stitch,  two 

CELEBRATED  •L'UlUCiJ  11L  Machines  in  one,  and  the 

Light  Running  New  Home 

The  Domestic  and  the  New  Home  have  been  the  Leaders  in  every  great  improvement  that 
has  been  made  in  Family  Sewing  Machines  for  a third  of  a century.  Sold  without  the  aid 
of  canvassers.  Warranted  and  Kept  in  Order  Ten  Years.  Sold  for  cash  or  011  instalments. 
Old  machines  taken  in  exchange  as  part  payment.  Needles  and  Oil  for  all  machines.  Sew- 
ing machines  rented.  All  makes  repaired. 

In  Our  Japanese  Department  can  be  found  a very  choice  assortment  of  China  Novelties  in  the 
newest  Decorations.  Very  appropriate  for  Gifts  or  whist  prizes.  Telephone,  1352  Oxford 

C.  C.  BOWLES  & CO.,  ^pers1deNk^cenjordan,  Marsh  Co.  19  AVOII  Street 
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BUT  OF  THE  MANUFACTURERS 

Drafting  Instruments,  Water 
Colors  in  Boxes,  Drawing 
Papers,  Brushes,  Etc. 

WADSWORTH,  HOWLAND  & CO.,  Inc. 

82  and  84  Washington  Street 
216  and  218  Clarendon  Street 

FACTORIES,  MALDEN,  MASS. 


A WORD  ON 

DECLAMATION 

A youth  properly  trained  i.i  declamation  and  oratory  makes 
an  investment  which  brings  to  him  constantly  increasing  returns 
throughout  his  life.  If  he  neglect  such  training  he  cripples 
that  power  of  speech  which  should  be  the  most  effectual  aid  in 
his  attainment  of  position  and  success.  The  boy  who  seizes 
the  opportunity  to  become  a speaker  will  be,  in  his  manhood,  a 
leader  among  his  associates  and  a controlling  force  in  the  com- 
munity. 

Mr.  Percy  Jewett  Burrell,  B.  O.,  has  opened  a new  studio  at 
325  Huntington  Chambers,  Copley  Square,  and  would  be  pleased 
to  meet  any  of  the  Latin  School  boys  who  desire  to  become 
effective  and  winning  speakers. 


DAY  AND  LVeai.nu  instructions  in  book- 
keeping, shorthand  and  all  business  studies  ; 
best  of  modern  methods  and  teachers  ; posi- 
tions for  graduates.  Special  3 mouths’  course, 
new  students  admitted  daily  ; terms  for  even- 
ing sessiou  $5  per  month  ; send  for  pro- 
spectus, 666  Washington  St., cor.  Beach,  Boston 
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The  Royal  Worcester 

For  Young  Men.  The  Best 
SHOE  on  Earth,  $3.50 

H.  CHAPLIN  & SON 

1329  Washington  Street 


7 

n 

LvJPI  Easy 

/ 

fpp 

Jack  McMasters 

says 

President 

Suspenders 

encourage  every  move- 
ment of  the  body.  Guar- 
anteed “All  Breaks  Made 
Good.”  50c  and  §1.00.  All 
shopkeepers  in  Cambridge 

or  by  mail  postpaid  from 

C.  A.  EDCARTON  MFC.  CO. 

Box  283,  Shirley,  Mass. 

Prize  Cups 


FOR  GAMES 

Triple  Plate,  Sterling  Silver, 
Bronze,  $2.00  upwards 

Jewelry  and  Watches  for  Men  and 
Women.  Prices  to  Suit  all  Purses, 
Quality  Guaranteed 

Also  Canes,  Umbrellas,  Opera 
Glasses 

A.  STOWELL  & CO. 

Incorporated 

Makers  and  Finders  of  the 
Unusual 

24  WINTER  STREET,  BOSTON 


Corner  Waltham  Street  BOSTON 

LYNDON  W.  CHAPLIN 

Please  mention  the  Register,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


Ad  v e r t i s 


School,  100  Boylston 
St.,  every  year  rejects 
more  students  than 
some  schools  register. 
Proven  at  our  office. 
These  rejected  ones 
would  never  succeed. 
Education  is  the  only 
foundation.  Honest  schools  do  not  promise  positions,  but 
PERNIN  stenographers  and  book-keepers  are  found  in  the 
best  offices  in  Boston.  Trial  free,  day  or  evening.  Telegraphy 


Til? Boston  Regalia  Co. 


CLASS  PINS,  DANCE  BADGES 
PRIZE  FLAGS 

Swords,  Belts  and  Caps 
Please  call  for  Estimates  and 
Designs 


7 Temple  Place,  Boston,  Mass. 


Richardson,  Hill  & Co. 

Bankers 

And 

Brokers 

40  WATER  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


e m e n t s ig 


WRIGHT  & 

DITSON’S 

High  Grade 
Athletic  Supplies 

Ice  Skates.  Hockey  Ska'es  and 
Special  Shoes,  Racing  Skates. 
Skates  for  Young  and  Old,  Offi- 
cial Hockey  Sticks.  Toboggans, 
Basket  Ball,  Sweaters,  Gymna- 
sium Supplies.  Handsome  Fall 
and  Winter  Sports  Catalogue, 
fully  illustrated,  will  be  sent  free 
to  any  address. 

344  Washington  St. 
Boston,  Mass. 


TRADE 


JOHN  B.  FITZPATRICK 
Real  Estate  and  Insurance  Agency 
23  Court  Street 

Telephone,  1410,  Boston 


DR.  E.  E.  HOUSE 

Dentist 

399  Dorchester  Street,  South  Boston 


S.  E.  SPENCER  & CO. 
Class  Pins,  Badges  and  Medals 
15  Cornhill,  Boston,  Mass. 

Telephone  227-4  Haymarket 


u.  holzer  Bookbinder 

Binds  and  Repairs  all 
kinds  of  Books 

25  Bromfield  Street 


J.  FRANK  FACEY 


THIS  SPACE  RESERVED  FOR 


Printer 

36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridgeport 


Telephone  494-3 


All  kinds  of  School  and  Society 
Printing 


NEWMAN 

THE  . . . 

SHOEMAN 


SEE  OUR  LATEST  VARSITY 
SHOE 
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BOSTON  UNIVERSITY 

LAW  SCHOOL 

Opens  on  the  first  Wednesday  in  October.  Three  Years’ 
Course  leading  to  LL.  B.  degree.  College  graduates  receive 
the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Jurisprudence  at  the  end  of  three 
years,  and  may  receive  that  of  Master  of  Jurisprudence  at 
the  same  time  by  pursuing  special  courses  in  (l)  Jurispru- 
dence; (2)  International  Law.  International  Arbitration, 
Diplomacy  and  Consular  Service;  (3)  Spanish  Institutions 
and  the  Spanish  Code  ; (4)  The  Commercial  Code  of  Ger- 
many or  France;  (5)  Roman  Law.  For  College  Grad- 
uates one  hundred  Scholarships  of  Fifty  Dollars 
each.  Address.  Dean  MELVILLE  M.  BIGELOW,  Ash. 
burton  Place,  Boston. 

GEO.  F.  HARDING 
Military  Tailor 

Special  attention  given  to  correct  shape  and 
fit  of  Uniforms  for  the  B.  S.  C. 

63  Summer  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
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Iver  Johnson  Sporting 
Goods  Co. 

Successors  to  John  P.  Lovell  Arms  Co. 

Manufacturers,  Importers, 
Wholesalers,  Retailers 

SPORTING  GOODS 

Outfitter  for  Boston  Latin 

Telephone,  126  Main 

163  and  165  Washington  Street,  Boston 


THE  SUFFOLK 

Engraving  and 

LECTROTYPING  CO. 

THREE-COLOR  PROCESS 

Main  Office  and  Plant,  234  Congress 
Street 

Branch  Office,  275  Washington  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 

48  BOYLSTO’f  STREET,  (Next  Hotel  Touraine) 

Membership,  $1.00  Per  Year 


Evening  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures,  Public 
Religious  Services,  Etc. 

Library,  over  16,000  vols.  Telephone,  Oxford  123 
Gymnasium,  $5.00  and  $8.00  per  year 
WM.  H.  BALDWIN.  President  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Secretary 

The  University 
of  Maine 

Orono,  Maine 

A public  institution,  maintained  by 
the  State  and  general  Government. 
Undergraduate  Courses  are  : Classical, 
Latin-Scientific,  Scientific ; Chemical, 
Agricultural,  Preparatory-Medical  ; Civil, 
Marine,  Mining,  Mechanical  and  Electri- 
cal Engineering;  Pharmacy  (4  years,), 
Pharmacy,  (2  years) ; Short  and  Special 
Courses  in  Agriculture.  The  annual 
tuition  charge  for  these  courses  is  #30. 
Total  expense,  including  the  cost  of 
living,  is  very  low. 

The  School  of  Law,  located  in  Bangor, 
maintains  a course  of  three  years.  The 
tuition  charge  is  $60  a year.  The  diploma 
fee  is  the  only  other  charge.  For  cata- 
logue or  circular  address, 

GEORGE  EMORY  FELLOWS, 

President- 


Please  mention  the  Register,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


